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cc Yet those lips, so sweetly swelling,
Do invite a stealing kiss :
Now will I. hut venture thin ;
Who will read,, must first learn spoiling,

u Oh, sweet kiss ! l>ut ah, slu^s waking ;
Lowering beauty chastenH me ;
Now will 1 for fear hence llee;
Fool, more fool, for no mere taking I1'

Several pages arc occupied with meditations on this
lucky kiss. The poet's thoughts turn to alternate
ecstasy and wantonness.

" I never drank of Aganippe'n well,

Nor ever did in shade, of Tempe wit,
And Muses scorn with vulgar hrainH to dwell ;
Poor layman 1, for aacred rites unfit!

" How falls it then that with BO nmooth an we

My thoughts I speak ; and what I Hpoak doth flow

In verse, and that my verse test witn doth plcuHe V*'

The answer of course is :

"Thy lips are sweet, inspired with Stella's kins*"

(No, 74.)

In this mood wo find him praising Edward IV,, who
risked his kingdom for Lady Elizabeth Grey,

"Of all the kings that ever here did reign,

Edward, named fourth, an ilrHt in prawe I nanm;
Not for his fair otiteide, nor well-lined brain,

Although loss gifts imp feathera oft on fame :'
Nor that in* ttouM, young-wine, wisn-valiant, frame

His sire's revenge, joined with a kingdom^* gnin ;
And gained by Mars, could yet mod MUTH HO tiinio

That balance weighed what sword did lute obtain ;ot by rude force, but sweetest sovereignty
